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In the Italian Quarter, a dramatic scene, by 
Miss Rosina Filippi, the new “first piece” at 
the Vaudeville, is a really delightful little play. 
There is life, and character, and humour in 
Miss Filippi’s tragi-comedy of to-day. The 
very scenery is novel and refreshing; while 
the Italian dress of the women gives an air of 
gaiety even to the squalor of a truly British 
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\\ SS, back street. 
y To this back street comes a newly-liberated 
ead prisoner, who has done his “three months’ 


. hard.” He has vainly sought for work or 
assistance since his release, and is starving. He, however, re- 
members an offer of help made to him years before by an 
Italian named Francesca, whom he had saved from drown- 
Ing, and to him, as a last resource, he comes for the help 
Promised. Francesca, he finds, is dead, but he is welcomed 
by the widow and her friends, and is persuaded to make 
one of the little colony. They clothe him in the costume of 
@ typical Italian organ-grinder, and to prevent his speech betraying 
the disguise, it is arranged that he shall be “deaf and dumb.” 
When the curtain falls, we see him about to set forth on his new 
Career, and we understand that his partnership with Francesca’s 
Widow will be something more than a mere business arrangement. 


The little play is admirably staged and acted. Mr. Walter Howe 
as the Cockney jail-bird is excellent ; and Miss Gigia Filippi as 
Bigia (Francesca’s widow) acts with muchcharm; Mr. Grisbrook 
Waller as Paulo, the father of the colony, with a soft-heart that 





can feel for others, and a keen eye for the main chance, is capital, 
and gives a pleasant touch of comedy to the piece. Two minor 
parts are well played by Mr. Lionel Glenister and Miss Evelyn 
Harrison. ; 

Visitors to the Vaudeville may be warmly recommended to go 
early enough to see Jn the Italian Quarter. The Hlixir of Youth 
is going as merrily as ever, and should have a long run before it. 


Mr. Wilson Barrett’s Othello matinée at the Lyceum was a 
decided and well-deserved success. Mr. Barrett as the noble Moor 
was dignified and convincing. The Desdemona of Miss Maud 
Jeffries was all that is graceful and charming. Mr. J. Carter 
Edwards made a very satisfactory Iago, while the Cassio of Mr. T. 
Wigney Percyval, and the Roderigo of Mr. Percy Foster left 
nothing to be desired. The tragedy was well staged, and was indeed 
in every way wellin harmony with Lyceum traditions, 


The Queen’s Hall Orchestra, so efficiently conducted by Mr. 
Henry J. Wood, will give a testimonial concert on Wednesday 
afternoon, at 3 o’clock, upon which occasion selections from Mozart, 
Tschaikowsky, Beethoven, Wagner, Mendelssohn, and Saint-Saéns 
will be performed. In the evening, at 8 o’clock, ‘‘ Golden Legend,”’ 
‘Te Deum,” and ‘‘ Hear My Prayer”’ will be rendered respectively. 
Mde. Ella Russell, Miss Kirkby Lunn, Mr. Edward Lloyd, Mr. 
Andrew Black, Mr. James Coward’s Choir, and the Queen's Hall 
Choral Society will collaborate. The instrumental part will be 
played by Mr. Robert Newman's Queen's Hall Orchestra, under the 
conductorship of Mr. James Coward. At the organ, Mr. Percy 
Pitt. 

The Wagner Concert of the 4th inst. was much appreciated. Miss 
Lillian Blauvelt’s strong soprano voice does justice to the music. 
This artist also sang at last Saturday afternoon's concert, when 
Mons. Gerardy played Lalo’s ‘cello concerto in D with deep feeling. 


The management of the Empire Theatre announce the important 
introduction of Les Alex, a lady and gentleman who are famous on 
the Continent as being the originators of the Valse Tourbillon. 
This is perhaps the most extraordinary dance ever attempted, and 
it fully justifies its comparison to a whirlwind. On Thursday a 
special matinée will be given in aid of our soldiers’ and sailors’ 
fund. The occasion promises to be one of considerable patriotic 
interest, by reason of the fact that Mrs. Brown-Potter has kindly 
consented to appear in the enormousl y-successful recital and tableau 
Ordered to the Front. 

The new ballet, entitled Soldiers of the Queen, was produced at 
the Alhambra yesterday evening. The scene is laidin Aldershot 
Camp, and the details treat more with military evolutions and 
soldier life than actual ballet, and should in the present crisis prove 


very attractive. 


contributions can 0¢ returned 
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“'Ow’'s yer feyther gitting on nar, Bill?” 


* Rill.—** Oh, 'e’s on the straight, no error. Why, ’e’s actually prigged a 'ymn-book 


from a hold book-shop, and started practisin’ fer caro] singin’!”’ 
Very Piguliar. 
Saip an evening journal, discoursing the other day of the Cattle 
Show, ‘“‘ Strangely enough, the noisiest pigs in the show were the 
couple from the Salvation Army Farm, Hadleigh.” Strangely 


enough, indeed. We have read this remark over two or three 
1 f the life of us we can’t where th enes 











The Wooing of Adelgiza. 


A PASSIONATE BALLADE IN SIX 
FYTTES. 
Fytre vE Tuirp: Ye Gopry Parr. 


Aunt TABITHA was sleeping sound, 
She never »aised her head, 

30th lock and bolt she fast had found, 
No burglar ’neath her bed. 


She was a prim and proper dame, 
And blessed with worldly pelf, 
She judged her neighbour’s claim to 
fame— 
She never judged herself. 


Her soul she fed on dainty food— 
It could not take a lump— 

On chaste discourses which were brewed 
By Titus Sermonpump. 





So week by week in silks so new, 
She went to hear him spout, 

And when his pastoral call was due 
He never found her out. 


But troubles plagued this spinster grim, 
And gave her little peace— 

She suffered from each giddy whim 
Of that gay girl her niece. 


So when a handsome suitor came 
With offer for her hand, 

She frowned on Adelgiza’s flame 
Till she was quite unmanned. 


The spinster made a fine to-do 
Next morning when they said 

The girl was gone— where no one knew, 
She had not been to bed. 


Her snowy sheets uncrumpled spoke 
A drear deserted nest. 

Her aunt said, “‘ This is not a joke, 
That girl’s an awful pest.” 


‘The Reverend Titus Sermonpump 
Will counsel me full well— 

These troubles make my poor heart jump, 
To him my woes I'll tell.” 








He came with melancholy smile 
And well-selected text— 

A dove-like serpent, full of guile, 
To soothe the soul perplexed. 











“Pray, madam, euse your anxious mind, 
I will do all I can; 

No doubt the missing girl we'll find 
When we have found the man.”’ 














‘‘ The fault is hers,” declared the aunt, 
‘* She always was so rash; 








If she’s eloped, I vow she sha’n’t 
Touch sixpence of my cash! 

“ This very day I'll make my will, 
A will that can’t be crossed, 

And leave my wealth to trustees till 
They find my nephew lost. 


‘They traced a mark upon his arm, 
When he an infant played— 

His mother feared he’d come to harm, 
Or even get mislaid. 


‘Meantime, my friend, I bid you speed, 
Or I shall have no peace— 

And if you do assistance need, 
Then send for the police.” 
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tinguish itself as the noisiest of the porcine race. Surely the 
singularity would be that such a pig should grow up a quiet and 
undemonstrative porker. Don’t tellus. As well expect a cockatoo 
educated by sailors to restrain its tongue from unparliamentary 
language, 


‘The Descent of Man.” 
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Oh, Listen to the Waits! 


Ir sounds asif two cats were tied 
Together by the tails, 

And scratched each other till they died 
With splitting, high-pitched wails! 

Oh, listen to the waits! 


It sounds as if a dog had got 
A fish-bone in its throat, 
And in its torment howled a lot, 
With a half-choking note! 
Oh, listen to the waits ! 


It sounds as if a donkey had 

A cold, with throat quite raw, 
And felt so miserably bad, 

It groaned aloud ‘‘ He-haw ! ”"— 
Oh, listen to the waits! 


It sounds as if a wild-beast show 
Was let loose in the street, 
And ev’ry animal we know 
Determined us to greet !— 
Oh, listen to the waits! 


The Compleat Concho- 
logist. 


At Ladysmith and Mafeking 
They're shelling in, shelling in. 
Their shells may not be just the thing, 
And to bad goods worse aim they bring; 
No matter—let them have their fling 
At shelling in, shelling in. 


Meanwhile we'll do whate’er we can 
3y shelling out, shelling out, 
For many a wife has lost her man 
At Elandslaagte or Gras Pan, Po 
So how can we do better than | 
By shelling out, shelling out ? 


A 











Quite Contented. | 


THOUGH Tommy spend his Christmas on 
the veldt, 
And the Boer bullets fly around and pelt, 
There’s one thing to remind him 
Of the home he’s left behind him, 
For the steam of rich plum pudding will 
be smelt. 


Though Tommy spend his Christmas on / 
the veldt, 
Be he martial Cockney, Yokel, Welsh, / 
or Celt, / 
He will be quite elated 
And feel he’s compensated 
With the way civilian countrymen have 








Wife.—‘‘ Oh, why ?”’ 





Mr. Morley’s Transvaalers. 


(‘‘Mr. Knight, the distinguished war correspondent of the 
Morning Post, was shot at Belmont by Boers who had raised the 
white flag. His wound was caused by a Dum-Dum bullet.”— 
Daily Mail, 1st December. | 


Mister Morey, preaching patience, 
Must have felt a jar, a jolt, 

When this gem 'mongst pious nations 
Flung at us—war’s thunderbolt! 


Mister Morley, preaching pity, 
Must feel shocked and very glum, 
Boers i1 r veldt and city 






































Ryils Hopkin , oy 
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DIPLOMACY. 


Husband.—‘ I should advise you to leave your fur at home.” 


dealt. Husband.—‘' Because if you remove the boa (Boer) you will make the Cape more comfortable.” 


Galled Gauls; or The French Submarine 
Scheme. 


“ Tr France '’—says the Echo de Paris with beat 
“ A hundred fine submarine boats quickly build 
To sweep from the Channel Great Britain's big fleet, 
Then land there an army courageous and skilled ! 
Should France on this submarine venture be bent, 

One startling advantage she’d certainly glean, 
Great Britain with zest would that total augment, 
And make the French fleet-—evermore submarine. 


A New Name. 


“Here comes the pi-rate!"” groaned Hardup, when he saw the 
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The Absin'he-minded Beggar (loq.). 


No Formal Alliance; 


“> 


ol, 


It Gets Talked About. 


CHAMBERLAIN (to the Wide World) :— 


Listen here! It is clear 


We are three, we are one! 
Though it isn’t by alliances 


This little trick is done. 


But, in business, our relations 
Are so friendly, and so fair, 
That I think the other nations 


Should beware—aye, beware ! 

If the Lion's tail you twist 
On the sly, 

ist 
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‘Voila, Messieurs, mon garbage!”’ 


Uncle Sam will want to fight 

Britain's foe, don’t you know! 

For to put the matter clearly 

We're united just so far 

That we're Allies—er—well—nearly, 
But we dunno where we are! 


Uncie Sam (sotto voce) :— 

List’ to Joe, friend and foe! 

We are one, we are three— 
And we do not want alliances, 

Or so it seems to me. 
All the earth we mean to collar, 

That we haven't collared yet, 
You can put your b m dollar 


5 


There’ll be Lions at his back, 

Their distress to express. 

Ah, the very slightest knock 
You'll regret. 

Hohenzollern you will shock, 

And he’ll fret, my you bet! 


For to put the matter, etc. 


Germany (to Chamberlain) :— 


Come, I say; stop, I pray! 
We are three, we are three ! 
And we do not want alliances— 
Er—mentioned—don’t you see! 
We must move with circumspection, 
This is strictly entre nous, 
Say, a ‘‘ family connection,” 
For “alliance ’’ wouldn’t do! 
If Alsace they should require, 
Don’t you know— 
It would rouse the Lion’s ire, 
He’s not slow at a blow! 
If Lorraine they should demand 
By and bye 
Uncle Sam might take a hand, 
And reply—slick and spry. 


For to put the matter, etc. 


CHAMBERLAIN (to France) :— 


Listen here ! as it’s clear 
We are three, we are one; 
To say we’ve no alliances 
Is merely Teuton fun. 
We’re such very near relations, 
That by “‘ blood,” of course, we swear, 
So I think the other nations 
Should beware, aye, beware ! 
If they dare insult our Queen, 
Then I say, 
For such insults vile and mean 
They must pay some fine day. 
They must mend their manners, or 
We shall sweep 
Like a torrent on their shore ! 
What we reap, we shall keep. 


For to put the matter, etc. 


FRANCE (to Russia) :— 
Just look there; it’s unfair ; 
They are three, we are two! 
I regret I made alliances 
With anyone like you! 
From your friendship nothing reaping, 
I was just as strong alone— 
If to ruin I am leaping, 
I could do it ‘*on my own.’ 
If I speak above my breath, 
Blithe and gay, 
I may clearly “‘ catch my death ”’ 
I should say, any day! 
What’s the use I pray of you 
To poor me? 
Why it’s just a paltry two 
Against three; don’t you see ? 
For to put the matter clearly 
They’re united just so far, 
That they’d pulverise us, nearly— 


'9? 


So, we ‘dunno where we are ! 


’ 


Tommy Explains the Word 


“Commando.” 


SomE think that with our Boerish foes 


‘*Commando ” means a regiment. 


No, no! The truth I'll here disclose, 


And it is something different. 


Entrenched ‘mid kopjes, boulders, 


stones, 
Ds. % } oh on } 
mine in Hal d. at us be] 
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ALLIANCE; OR, IT GETS TALKED ABOUT. 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 188.) 
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Making a (Last) Night of It; or, Listening 
for the Waits. — 


A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE FRIGHT, 
Scene: A (Brown) Study in Pretoria. 
Dramatis PERSONZ :— 
Paul Ki «oeeeees A Host—in himself 






























































General Joubert...... A Guest—on his (Osman) is ym 
Commandant Cronje.. Another—on his beam’s end 
AND 


President Steyn...... A Friend of the Family—Boerd to death, 
(Curtain rises and discovers a subdued carouse in full swing.) 


Kruger (nervously).—“ Hush ! I fancy I hear something—sounds 
like bag-pipes,eh ? Listen4” 


(They listen.) 
Cronje. —“ No; I think it’s a cornet, a field cornet, snoring.” 
Kruger.—‘‘ Thank Heaven! I hate the bagpipes——” ; 


Joubert.— And the men who play them !” 

All.—“* Hear, hear!” 

Kruger.—“ Hush! listen! No—it’s all right—-pass the Hollands. : 
This suspense gets on the nerves, doesn’t it? and just a little—for : ( 
the stomach’s sake—I find comforting, very comforting.” 7 

All (with — action).—“ Very comforting, indeed.”’ 

Steyn.—* How did you get here, Joubert?” 

Joubert.—*I came on by omnibus—armour-plated, six-horse 
omnibus—devilish useful thing an omnibus when you’re in a hurry. 
And you?” 

Steyn.—* Oh, I thought I’d look in, you know, as I was passing.” 

Cronje.—** Rather hot your way, I suppose?” 

Steyn.— No, not exactly, but I thought Kruger would be lonely, 
so I ordered s ial—and—— 

Joubert.—* Here you are, safe and sound.” 

Steyn.—“ Precisely—that is, I hopeso. But I didn’t expect to 
meet you all, How’s the world treating you, Cronje? Business 


pretty gu eh?” ; 
Cr ts H’m, Modder-ate—very Modder-ate!” 
Steyn. — “I understood Rhodes was to be here ?” : 1 


.—“ Well, I did my best. I sent him a pressing invitation, 
aian'e , Cronje—but hark—surely I hear ingen) es 


“KIMBERLEY PRIDE "—OUR GAY PEACOCK! (They hark.) 


a —*No, that’s cats. You're a bit offfcolour, old man. It’s 
Kimberley. neta Mm of a mee _ = worst, you know. Let’s have some a 
ng, of course 
A NIGHT ALARM. Cronje.—* Yes, come on Joubert. ‘Up with the Bonnets of 
A poner Seek wae ee Bonnie Dundee!’” (Sings.) 
n tempest’s outburst rain, “Come fill up the cup and fill up the can, , 
With echoes grand, the Shunder ronting, . And drink to brave Joubert, that reckless old man ! 2 
Dread ligh made us shelter gain. Though he came a bit late, as you all must agree } 
The camp was like a running river; To bonnet the British at Bonnie Dundee!” 
All things were carried by its force ; tN ve th é 
Sin tenia tien Sane Dow ‘hither, thither, oanre " aula” tale 5 ll leave the singing to you. This isthe 
Soaked through and through in their wild course. 


“ Oh, vere, and oh, vere ish mine leetle vee dog, 























At last this fearful storm abated, Oh, vere, and oh, vere can he be? 
We all then settled for the night, Mit his life cut short by a shell gone wrong, 
—— a on kopjes a of : oe wtight. Oh vere, oh vere, ish he?” 
¥E — —‘ Harmony, gentlemen, harmony! This mutual recrimi- 
Patrol was sent for observation ; : nation on benefit nobody. r, you give us @ song.” 

In all the camps pee was ve — Kruger.—“ Well, I'm rather hoarse, but I'll do my 
Outlying picquets rush’d from station, best — " w 
a aaiioss ware teak irits | led. itt Sheng The Posie once on ® time—I don Oo 

CAUSE OF ALARM, —& “Oh, that's all right! Silence, gentlemen, Mr. Kruger 
- 
The moving lights were rising stars; ge wit the The Poacher, with variations.” 
No wee Ioscat satel g* Amana When me and my companions 
es. as & snare, 
swift; against all rul Was setting of 
There had been cause for scare and woe Old John Bull was a-watching us, 
For we had gastalee’ 6 chook: _ Bor him we did not care. 
At last Boer shells laid low — een ne oan ay ae 
; ” iene rom cover everywhere— 
*Renmerley Veie,” out gay P wi For it’s our delight on a shinny night 
J. H. Oaxrey. At the season of the year. 
= > SS aa But wy been meni emer poms ae =a 
‘ For John Bull upped and ; 
Christmas Summed Up. | I’ll turn those Boers to bacon 
to bed. 














Before I go 
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Steyn.—“ “ey inte not what you'd call cheerful.” 
— “Oh, if you think you could do it better, do it, but I 
can’t say that I feel cheerful.” 
Cronje.—‘“ Yes, it’s your turn, Steyn—anything will do—it will 
kill time anyway.” 
Steyn.—** How would ‘ When I first put this uniform on’do?” 
All.—*“ Capitally—bravo !” 
(Steyn sings.) 
When I first put this uniform on— 
Said I, “ whole land shall be Dutch!” 
It was my opinion 
An easy dominion 
Lay ready and waiting my clutch! 
Thought I British war talk is vain— 
Their Empire is now on the wane— 
They bark without biting . 
They brag without fighting, 
It will just be Majuba again. 
And that’s what I counted upon, 
When I first put this uniform on! 
All.— By a simple coincidence few 
Could ever have reckoned upon— 
The same thing occurred to us, too, 
When we first put these uniforms on. 


I said, when I first put it on :— 
“‘ Blood guiltiness won’t do for Joe! 
With cant he will gammon 
The children of Mammon, 

Who think Britain’s boss of this show!” 
Said I :—‘ We shall have our own way— 
For bluff is a game we can play— 

Oh, won’t it be splendid! ” 
But how has it ended ? 

The Dutchman is done from to-day ! 

Which I never counted upon, 

When I first put this uniform on! 

All :— By a simple—— 
Kruger :—“ Listen! Hush! That’s Buller’s voice!” 


(They listen.) 
Voices (off) :— ‘God rest you, merry gentlemen ! 
Let nothing you dismay!” 
ne am omnes up chimney hurriedly as band outside plays 
* ers of the Queen.’’) 





Cronje:— 


(CURTAIN. ] 








Sir Henry Tate. 
DIED, DECEMBER 5rx, 1899. 
Pursver of paths that are good 


To the tyro in trade 
Both the national weal his own— 
Thou hast gone from our ranks, and our ranks 
Of @ generous friend are bereft : 
Yet Commerce may cherish— 
What never can —_ 
The lesson thy lifetime has left! 


Bestower of gifts that.are good 


Upon all who sincerel 
To determine es 
From the lowlier planes 


Of Intelligence up to the higher, 


Though henceforth thy place u earth 
Thee knows not, yet surely x se place 


Till Creation de 
hall be warm ropes, 


Of a grateful and gratified race ! 
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An Augean Tittivation. 


[Mr. Marsham (to unkempt foreigner in dock).—‘* You'll be re- 
manded for a es 4 That will give you an opportunity to wash 
yourself,’’] 


Since Dickens wrote about the ga 

‘‘ Unsoaped of Ipswich,” till this day, 
Our merry land has ne’er been free 
From wretched folks (say, two or three) 
Who've felt in duty bound, with much 
Intensity, to boycott such 

As make or sell—or even lend, 

Or give away, or recommend— 

That dire detergent, known as soap! 
Nay, furthermore, whose dearest hope 
Has been their faces to withhold 
From touch of water, warm or cold ! 


But now, methinks, the dun brigade 
Who work the anti-soap 

Have found a comrade, fit to don 

Their crown, and lead their forces on ! 
Methinks a more than common spite 
’Gainst Pember, Lever, Pears, and Knight, 
Has marked that lout from foreign land, 
Whose squalid smiles and greetings bland 
(When he presents himself at court) 

Are met with this austere retort : 

“‘ How now, how now, unpolished elf! 
Go, take a week—and wash thyself!” 








Messrs. SorHERAN are republishing an autotype facsimile of 
Turner’s Liber Studiorum, in two volumes, 150 — only of which 
are for sale: also ‘‘A Breath from the Veldt,” by Mr. J. G. Millais, 

, & she a" ' } personally ascertained 











A Lypprre explosion of delight and satisfaction will occur upon 
lifting the lid of a box of Tom ith’s Christmas Orackers, which 
startle one with ever-recurring novelty. The foreign postage stamp 
crackers will fetch the ashoolboys’ heart, without doubt, as every 
cracker contains these philatelic prizes, arnongst which are rare 
specimens. The Japanese stamps are included amongst these 
attractions. An excellent variety includes “ Tournament” flashes 
of “ Fun,” “ reversible,” “ artistic,” “‘ hats and caps,” and “ conun- 
drums.” The Santa Claus surprise stockings are, indeed, a surprise. 
Fon can assure all his little friends of an excellent treat in Tom 
Smith’s Crackers. 
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Sickly-looki ts Feel very seedy, tired out, liver out of 

order; don’t t this part of the town agrees with me.” 
Hearty-looking Party.— Eh, what! seedy, liver out of order? 

Try Holloway. I don’t mean the neighbourhood—but the Priza. 
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A HORCHIKRUGERIST. 


Mr. Chamberlain exhibited a very fine Orchid at the Royal Horticultural Society's Show 
at Westminster, 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ 


I sHoup think that the Boers must 
be gettin’ a bit tired of bein’ de-feet-ed 
by our foot an’ ’orse-soldiers; an’ the 
Battle of Modder River must ‘ave 
Modder-ated any views that they might 
’ave ’ad of koncurin’ us. All praise to 
Lord Methuen an’ our brave fellers! 
The loss of life is very, very sad, but the 
song of victory is sweet to British ’earts. 

The Queen’s sucksess at Smithfield 
Cattle Show is not sur-prize-in’, 
for she gin’rally carries off a_ lot 
of prizes, an’ the Prince of Wales 
‘as also done well in this respect; ’e 
takes a great interest in cattle-breedin’, 
wich is a capital thing in its way. The 
pigs in the show was so fat that I can’t 
think ’ow the judges found out their 
good ‘points’’; they didn’t seem to 
‘ave no points to me, they was more 
like gigantick sossiges. 

Last week Lady Jeune unveiled a new 
drinkin’-fountain at the south-west 
corner of Finsbury Square. J(e)une an’ 
water sounds alright, but December an’ 
water strikes a bit cold. 

The Queen is goin’ to spend ’er ’oller- 
day at Bordighera, so ‘ out of evil cometh 
good ’’—for the Italians, as they will 
reap the benefit of French insults—serve 
the latter right, for they’ve acted very 
wrong 

I reads that next year’s exhibishun at 
Earl’s Court is to be ‘‘ entirely devoted 
to woman, her art, and her work.’’ 
That’s a big order, speshully if they 
chuck in a little of woman’s artfulness, 
as well as ’er art; an’ as to the average 
woman’s work, it’s never done. 

Sir E. Russell, at the monthly dinner 
of the Press Club, in ’is ex-press-ive 
manner, sed some kind things about 
journalists ; it makes me proud to think 
that Ican wield the pen with as much 
grace an’ dexterity as I can my copper- 
stick, an’, really, they ain’t so much 
unlike, for sometimes both of ’em stir up 
a good deal of “ dirty water.” 

All the papers is full of war news; 
we've got the war fever very badly, wich 
is only nateral. <Ain’t the War Fund 
reached a height? An’, like the young 
show giant, it’s “ still growin’.”’ 

Glad I am to ’ear that Lord Salisbury 
is recoverin’ from the influenzy; the 
pore gentleman ’as trubble enough, wich, 
like the ‘“scorchin’” cyclist, is ‘‘ no 
respecter of persons.”’ 


WASHERWOMAN., 








AN DER Son ’s 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
0° GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
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For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
TAN GLOSS, or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in t 
y Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S , 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 


wo minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
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